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himself possessed of the further information that Mr. Owen Evans
was an admirer of one of Mrs. Geard's daughters, a girl in whom
"the very spirit of the old Cymric race" had found a notable hab-
itation. It was in his "first manner," the pontifical one, that Owen
Evans described this young lady. The foxy John had begun to
wonder indeed whether his whole discovery of these two person-
alities in his patron were not a crazy fancy of his own, when a
chance allusion to the Abbey Ruins brought back in a minute
that diffident, hesitant, almost cowering tone. It was a queer thing
and a thing that John never afterward forgot, as he saw a look of
positively tragic suffering cross those strongly marked linea-
ments, that he himself became extremely uncomfortable when this
second tone of his friend's utterances thus predominated. It was
exactly as if some bombastic masquerader in theatrical armour
had suddenly unclasped his sham gorget and revealed a hairshirt
stained with authentic blood. He got the impression, the longer
this confidential talk over this felicitous "late supper" lasted,
that it was to very few persons, and probably least of all to the
maiden with the "very spirit of the old Cymric race," that this
singular descendant of the House of Rhys revealed his real nature.
Once more sitting by Mr. Evans in the little motor car and
moving swiftly through the darkness, John's attention was dis-
tracted now by a certain vivid consciousness of being in a part of
England completely new to him and heavy with unique qualities.
After walking all day over the chalk uplands of Wiltshire this
long, enchanted drive into the western valleys was like plunging
into an ever-deepening wave of rich, sepia-brown, century-old
leaf-mould. From spinneys and copses and ancestral parks, as
they drove between dim, moss-scented banks, a chilly sweetness
that seemed wet with the life sap of millions of primrose buds
came flowing over him. . . .
As both the men grew more and more dominated, by the mo-
tions and stirrings, the silent breathings and floating murmurs, of
a spring night in Somersetshire, they seemed to grow steadily
more sympathetic to each other.
"Do you believe, Mr. Evans, as so many people do," said John
suddenly, "in always struggling to find a meaning to life?" Very
slowly and very carefully did ihe Welshman reply to this.